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I'm the true bird of Paradise,
And heavenly dew's my only meat:
My mouth so small, 'twill nothing else admit.
No scales know how my weight to poise.
So light, I seem condensed air;
And did at th5 end of the Creation rise.
When Nature wanted more supplies.
When she could little matter spares
But in return did make the wrork more rare.>.  1648?               THOMAS    HEY RICK                        93
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